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An Open Bag 
I​ ​transplanted myself to a foreign place, less known, less comfortable, further from my footing. I 
saw myself from a distance. I thought about home. Where I come from. How important family is 
in my life. I have a solid and big family, and when I think about them, all the memories I have 
are accompanied by objects: amulets, rugs, tables, chairs, plates... objects that recount a story and 
belong to the thread of people that were here before me.  
My father’s parents were Sephardi jews from Turkey. They came to Chile from Italy, escaping 
the Second World War. My grandmother changed her name from Sultana to Susana when she 




In this rug there are pieces that yearn to separate themselves from the rest. Or are they trying to 
fly? Like a magical carpet. They heard about this when my grandmother read to me One 
Thousand and One Nights. I imagine how many stories they have heard. This carpet is old and it 




The objects are watching and keeping a record of how time is passing. Of all the memory 
objects, the most significant are the ones related to food: tables full of food at my aunt's house, 
































August 8th, 2020 
I have raspberries, cherry cookies, and miniature pastries with a strawberry on top. They are 
shiny and delicious. My mother told me that I can’t continue eating them because I am getting 
fat. So it occurred to me to start making them out of plaster. Now I have them but I can’t eat the 
plaster. The taste disappears but the color and beauty are still there. Cherry, strawberry, 
raspberry, fire trucks, lips, blood. A cookie will be out in the streets. I give cookies and pastries 
to the city, like an offering, leaving traces of myself throughout the city. I am a spider weaving 
the space I will occupy. I leave home and go on an odyssey. Like Theseus entering the labyrinth, 
I too have an object that will help me return after I kill the minotaur.  
 
My ceramic sculptures are growing in different directions. They are becoming living organisms 







My surroundings have started to reflect my insides. I don’t know why this happened. Even the 
trees, the buildings and bridges, need help sometimes. I want to expand but I need elastics and 
wooden sticks to hold me. I can’t collapse now. Help me grow. My body feels stuck and I need 
to be more mobile. I just want to keep making structures, big structures, the biggest things I can 



















Time passes and the armor wants to mutate. My brain is removing the old bricks, replacing them 
with sand. 
How long does it take a person to become part of a place?  
As the shapes stretch, they take over the room, but they also become more delicate. They cannot 
escape their fragility.  






I need to be braver. I have been under the rug for too long. I want to jump on an elastic bed.  
My work is about shapes. These shapes have their inner movements. Diverse movements. Open, 
closed, big, small, entering or leaving, in, out, growing or decreasing. These movements are an 
answer to their environment​. ​Like bodies reacting to street signs. Lines delimiting spaces, fences, 





Reserved for Vines 
 
I always wanted to be a vine.  
 
To grow wild and free. 
 
But I am here buried in the soil. I don't know why someone decided to do this to me. They 














I would like to understand this city through a game. I will walk without a goal. Losing my 
treasures. Invading the city with something that will dematerialize with time.  
 
The Cookie Project 
I left my house at 12 p.m. Tuesday, May 12​th​, 2020 
1298 Dekalb Ave.  Sunny day, 13 degrees celsius , windy.  
212 homemade “maizena” cookies 
                  My army of 212 cookies. 
 
Recipe:  
125 grams butter 
1/2 cup powdered sugar 
3 egg yolks  
2 cups cornstarch  
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½ teaspoon baking powder  
Temperature: 180 Degrees Celsius. Baking time: 12 min. 
I started putting the cookies in places where nobody could step on them. Not in the middle of the 
sidewalk, but towards the edges. I looked for safe spaces: in a little hole, in corners, next to a 
light post.  
I didn’t want people to see me doing this. Some streets had more people than others. I chose to 
walk on the streets with less people and more trees.  
I saw a man watching me from the stoop of his house. I thought that maybe it was my 
imagination and I have to stop being so paranoid. I walked a little further and looked back to see 
if he was still watching me… he was. I stopped placing the cookies for the next half a block. 
Birds and dogs were also threatening. I thought that they would eat my cookies and I would not 
be able to come back home.​ ​I saw two police women in front of the park. I decided to throw the 
cookies instead of placing them. They were hard enough to resist the impact of the concrete.  
The park was nice. I felt that everyone was aware of my game. I saw a woman behind me with 
her dog in her arms. I thought that maybe she was doing this to protect her dog from what she 
suspected were my poisonous cookies. I waited for her to pass.  
I arrived at what I thought was a dead end street but it wasn’t. It curved at the end and continued 
with a different name. This place was scary. A lot of garbage and trucks. There wasn’t anybody. 
A police van passed.  I felt less scared. I ran out of cookies.  
 
On my way back home I followed the trail of cookies and I found a box full of fresh food. It had 
bread, cauliflower, a bag of black beans, a coriander bunch, some apples and a plant. I thought 
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that this was a gift to encourage me to continue doing the project. I needed this because, until 
that moment, the experience had been mostly uncomfortable. 
I had not felt free walking around the city alone, and I realized that this is something that I have 
felt my whole life. I thought about how I would feel doing this is Santiago and I believe that I 
wouldn't dare. 
 
There is a difference in how a man and a woman experience the city. Everyday interactions are 
different. A stroll is different. It is not so easy for a woman to get lost in search of happy 
accidents. There is an intangible unease that has not allowed me to have the same sense of 
adventure that so many men convey in their art. That sense of adventure which allows them to 
mix the public with the private.  
 
However, something interesting happened in this time of quarantine: having to work at home, my 
creative life inevitably started to merge with my everyday life. Not having access or the space to 
work with my usual materials, such as ceramics, I began using things I had in my house, such as 
potatoes and kitchen utensils. One day, I decided to weave a basket for a mango and wrote a 
poem about it.  
 
The Mango in the Basket  
 
I had a baby recently. You will think it is a mango but it’s not. It is green and has the same shape 
but it is not. It’s in its basket sleeping. The Moses basket.  
The baskets made to carry our things almost don’t exist anymore. I want to make baskets 
because it’s the only thing I can do at this moment. There is nothing left. I will make thousands 
of baskets to hold all the objects that are in my kitchen. By doing this I will protect them from the 
cold. But, it’s not cold anymore. I will protect them from the virus. That way they will have less 
probability of getting infected. 
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A gigantic long basket that hangs from the wall and has some things inside: Colors and nothing. 
Pillows, pillows to make things comfortable.  
While we wait… 
 
The Potato, Covered with Paper 
 
7 in the morning and I don’t have bread for breakfast. I don’t want to go outside because the 
virus is free and they say it attacks anyone.  
The question is what am I going to eat now?  
Maybe if I make a vegetable garden in my house, I could grow some food. But, I don’t have soil. 
Maybe if I make a hole in my kitchen. But first I have to go through Gilbert’s basement and it is 
full of rats and garbage.  
I will wrap a potato to make something grow. I will wrap her with paper and pretend that it is 
soil. I am going to tease the potato. She doesn't know that it is paper, she thinks it is soil. She is 
warm and in the dark and the sun comes to her through the window. 
I will wait in my kitchen until the roots take over.  
 
 
 After a few weeks, needing to get out of the house, I resumed the Cookie Project. At first I 
would only walk around my neighborhood. Then gradually the walks became longer. Two hours, 
three hours, five… I started getting lost. Finding parts of the city I never knew existed. And as 
my daily life expanded geographically, the city and its infinite gifts began to make their way into 
my work.  
One day I saw two marshmallows on the sidewalk and was overcome by a strong feeling of 
tenderness. I imagined the boy who might have lost them and how sad this probably made him. I 





Sometimes they go to the park and seek the same sun that I seek. 
They try to camouflage themselves and go unnoticed. They want to 
be part of nature, to be free and wild. But deep down inside they 
know that they will never be this because they are a human creation, 
an industrial product made by machines.  
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Boxes filled with marshmallows that keep the eggs safe and padded. Boxes made for objects to 
fly from one place to another. From China to Chile. This is how things arrive in their little 













Cookie Project: day #6  
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Reserved for Marshmallows 
 
Grass, old butts of cigarettes, a purple bottle lid, a glove. Nobody respects the space. The dry 
land in front of my window has buried marshmallows. I think they believe nobody can see them, 
but the poor marshmallows cannot go unnoticed. They are trying to grow wild like the vine that 
is on the fence: No playing, curb your dog, no litter, no kissing, no eating, do not touch, private 






To sleep is to forget, Borges said. 
 
July 3rd, 2019 
I dreamt that Federico and I had a meeting with Pedro so they could get to know each other 
before our wedding. Later, I arrived at my house and Pedro was talking with Camila about love. I 
was very happy to see him and I told him that I trust him completely and that I already explained 
to Federico all his beliefs about love. I start to eat a cookie and when I am swallowing, Pedro 
puts his hand down my throat and pulls out something that I was choking on. He pulls out a letter 
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from my childhood that says that my school is organizing a tour of the heart of Santiago. It 
shows a map. I was on a list and it had my mother’s signature. Pedro started doing rituals with 
different people. Federico avoids him. Pedro came closer to me and said that Federico was a little 
difficult. I told Pedro that he has to make more attempts. I explained to him what Federico is 
like. That he was skeptical. I had a box full of amulets and I wrote inside the box “please open 
yourself and take advantage of this opportunity”. He was scared of belief because it elicits very 
strong feelings in him.  
 
 
One year after this dream, the cookies gave me the 
map. A criss-crossing of paths, like the baskets I had 
been weaving. So with my box full of cookies (the 







The Street and the Flag 
My street is full of blue plastic gloves. It is always the same glove. They are spread on a single 
block, and unfortunately, it is mine. I imagine that it is the same person who changed their glove 
twelve times. The gloves make a path, which makes me think that maybe that person is asking 
for help. The same path that Hansel and Gretel used to go back to their home. But the birds ate 
the traces of crumbled bread and the kids ended up in a cage. Maybe this person is now lost and 





My feet with dirt underneath. Mud is the inner world , Beneath superficial reality. I walk and 
look outside. The flag is marking a place as its own. The place belongs to me and I feel part of 
the place. I know this place. My flag is a way to understand my environment, it is not about a 
determined territory it is about a mobile body always  aware and taking care of my inner world. 
It is a reminder to be careful and look where I walk. The world is infinite and we only see a 
narrow point. The ants eat the cookie. Life in all its dimensions continues, despite the death of 
the appearance of the cookie. The ants transform the cookie. In the end we are all eaten by ants. 
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In My Home 
I need to be in silence. The noise outside is disrupting me. The city is working very hard. There it 
comes. It is going to touch me. It is hard to open the door. It is here and it wants to fix 
something. It has a particular smell, very strong, like a man’s cheap perfume. Now, I can’t close 
my window. I have to wait until the smell is gone. Maybe, I am pregnant. I feel the smell very 
intensely and I’m deeply disgusted. I feel an electric current in all the lower parts of my body. 
The legs are not included. The legs are movement.  
 
August 27th, 2020 
I didn't know if my grandmother made the sound of a clock or if the clock was there. Five days 
ago it was her birthday and my mother made a cake. It was a large white cake with decorations. 
It looks like a wedding cake. Maybe she wanted to share the party with her mother. My wedding 
party. She couldn't come because she's dead, but my mother insists we can still share a piece of 
the cake. That was what she loved most. A nice piece of cake and a cup of tea. She could live 
with just those two things. My grandmother made a list of names for me. She spoke to me before 
I was born. She wrote me a letter to let me know that she was against my name. She didn't like it 
and wanted to make sure I knew that she fought for this. She made a list of different names in 
English for me. Elizabeth, Lilly, Cynthia... I knew her well.  After she turned 80, she started to 
have a kind of dementia. Dementia makes the elderly turn into children again, and as the saying 
goes: drunks and children always tell the truth. She was like that. She wanted me to study an old 
way of writing, shorthand, to earn money. She was also very worried about my marital situation. 
She encouraged me to find a man to marry. The last time she brought up the subject, I told her 
that I had just ended a relationship. She told me with a very deep and strong voice, looking 
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straight into my eyes “you fool!” She also said that I had to go to the north to find a foreigner. 
She was referring to the north of Chile, because when she was a child, British companies were 
exploiting the land in the north and she was the product of one of those encounters between a 
British man and a Peruvian woman. This was all fun for me. I saw her as a very old-fashioned 
woman. It was like traveling back in time. She was like a very soft, fluffy, cuddly and sweet 
marshmallow.  
 
My marshmallows are growing but I have to replace them. They are getting old and slimy. I don't 
know how to preserve them. They die. I need to take some photos to retain their memory. Maybe 















My great grandmother's wig. If the 
hair sinks the pool spills. The hair 






June 5th 2020 
Dear Matilde, 
I know you traded me for something else sweet, but please don't forget that I was the one who 
opened your eyes. I had to spend a whole hot day on the street in Bushwick before you saw me. 





I have to have more fun experiences with them. We need to spend more time together. 
I have to make an object that will last forever, like an amulet. I can spread my marshmallows all 
over the world. 
I want to transform the marshmallow into a stone, a precious thing that is part of me. They will 
no longer be soft and tender but they will be a reminder of what was and what can be.  
 
 
(PHOTO OF PORCELAIN MARSHMALLOW FOUNDATIONS) 
 
 
Now I have made them out of porcelain. They are the bricks of my home and I can take them 
wherever I go. 
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